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years for the hidden treasure,
and Is loved by Itosa,
while walking In her sleep.

and he starts for Cubn.
Just In time to rescue Rosn,

with Spanish soldlers ensues,

Chuse,

CHAPTER XIil—Continued,
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Evenlng came, then night, and still
the party was jerked along at the tall
of the traln without a hint as to Its
destination. About midnight those
who were not dozlng noted that they
had stopped at an obscure pine-woods
junction, and that when the train got
under way once more thelr own car
did not move, The ruse was now ap-
parent; owing to the lateness of the
hour, It was doubtful If anyone in the
forward coaches was anwore that the
traln was lighter by one car.

There wus a brief delny; then a lo-
comotlve crept out from a siding,
coupled up to the standing ecar, nnd
drew It off upon another track., Soon
the “excursion party” was belng rushed
swiftly toward the coast, some twenty
miles away.

Mnjor Ramos cnme down the alsle,
lnughing, and spoke to his Amerlean
proteges.

“Well, what do you think of that, eh?
Imagine the feellngs of those good
deputy marshals when they wake up.
I bet they'll rub thelr eyes."”

Miss Evans bounded exe Itpdly in her
sent; she clapped her hands,

“You must have friends In high
places,” O'Rellly grinued, and the Cu-
ban agreed,

“Yes, T purposely drew attention to
us In Charleston, while our ship was
loading. She's ready and walting for-
us now; and by daylight we ought to
be safely out to sea, Meanwhile the
Dauntless has welghed nnchor and 18
steaming north, followed, 1 hope, by
all the revenue cutters herenbouts,”

It was the darkest time of the night
when the special traln came to o stop
at a bridge spanning one of the deep
Bouthern rivers. In the stream below,
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O'REILLY, BACK IN CUBA AT LAST, HEARS BAD NEWS
ABOUT ROSA AND ESTEBAN

Synopsis.~Don Esteban Varona, rich Cuban planter, hides his
money and jewels and the secret of the hiding place Is lost when he
and the only other person who knows It are killed,
mother of the Varona twins—IEsteban and Rosa—searches valnly for
Johnny O'Rellly, an American, loves
Donna Isabel falls to her death in an old well
Esteban's connection with the Cuban
Insurrectos 18 discovered and he und Rosa are foreed to flee,
in New York on business, gets a letter from Rosa telllng of her perll
Fancho Cueto, faithless manager of the Varona
estates, betrays Estebnan nnd Rosa,
Spanish guerrllla, to thelr hiding place, Esteban, who s absent, returns
O'RReilly's efforts to rench Rosa are froit- Hl
less and he Is compelled by the Spanish authoritles to leave Cuba,
Esteban wreaks a terrible vengennce on Pancho Cueto,
Estehan escapes, but, badly wounded
and half consclous, he Is unable to find his way back to his eamp,
Itosa, with the falthful servants who had remalned with her, I8 forced
to obey the concentration order of General Weyler, the Spanish com-
mander, and seek refuge In Matanzns,
a band of fillbusters, which Includes Norine Evans, an Ameriean girl
who has dedicated her fortune and services as nurse to the Cuban

Ten Minutes Later He Found Himself
at the Steering Oar.

dimly outlined in the gloom, lay the
Fair Play, a small tramp steumer; her
crew were up and awuke. The new ar-
rivals were hurrled nboard, and within
a half-hour she was fecling her way
seaward,

With daylight, eautlon gave way to
haste, and the rusty little tramp be-
gan to drive forward for all she was
worth, She cleared the threemlle
o *efely and then turned south, Not
a craft wu~ in slght; not a smudge of
smoke discolores the skyline,

It had been a trylugs nlght for the
fillbusters, and when the low coastline
was dropped astern- they began to
think of sleep. Breakfast of a sort
way garvad wa deck, after which those

odors of “mangly” swamps.

palms,
all;

return ;
out Rosa and to save her!
doys had grown Into weeks ; the weeks
had aged Into months., Well,
done his best;
from the moment of Rosa’s first ap-
peal,
once, but there would be no turning
back this time—rather & firlng squad
or a dungeon In Cabanas than that.

Donna Isabel, step- "

O'Rellly,

lending Colonel Coho, notorloun

A flerce fight

O'Rellly returns to Caba with

favored ones who had berths sought
them, while their less fortunate com-
panlons stretched out wherever they
could find a place,

Johnnle O'Rellly was elated, Al-
ready he could see the hills of Cuba
dozing behind their purple vells; In
fancy he felt the flerce white heat from
close-walled streets, and scented the
He heard
the ceascless sighlng of the royal
How he had hungered for It
how he had raged at his delays!
It had seemed so small a matter to
It had seemell 80 easy to seek
Yet the

he had
he had never rested

Her enemles had folled him

CHAPTER XIIl.

The City Among the Leaves and the

City of Beggars.

The night was moonless and warm,
An impalpable haze dimmed the star-
glow, only the diffused llumination of
the open sea ennbled the puassengers
of the Falr Play to ldentify that
blacker darkness on the horizon ahead

of them as land, Major Rumos was on

the bridge with the captaln. Two men
were tuking soundings in a blind
search for that steep wall which forms
the slde of the old Bahamn channel,
When the lead finally gave them warn-
ing, the Falr Play lost her headway
and came to a stop, rolling lazily.

Mujor Ramos spoke In a low tone
from the darkness above, calling for a
volunteer boat's crew to reconnoiter
and to look for an opening through the
reef, Before the words were out of
hils mouth O'RNellly had offered hlin-
melf,

Ten minutes Iater he found himself
nt the steering oar of one of the ship's
lifeboats, heading shoreward, There
wns n long night's work ahead; time
passed, and so O'Rellly altered his
course and cruised along owtslde the
white water, uwrging his crew to lustier
strokes,

A mile—two miles—it &cemed like
ten to the taut oarsmen, and then u
bineck hintus of still water showed In
phogphorescent foanm.,  O'Rellly  ex-
plored it briefly; then he turned back
townrd the ship. Soon he and his erew
were aboard abd the ship was groping
her way toward the break In the reef,
Meanwhile, her deck becnme a scene
of feverish activity ; out from her hold
cnme enses of ammunition and medicual
supplies; the fieldplece on the haw wns
hurriedly dismounted ; the small bouls,
of which there was an extra number,
were swung ont, with the result that
when the Falr Play bhad mancuvered
ns close as she dared everything wans
in readiness.

O'Reilly took the first load through,

| und discharged It upon a sandy beach.

Every man tumbled overbhoard and
waded ashore with a packing case:; he
dropped this In the sand above high-
tide mark, and then ran buck for an-
other, It was swift, hot work, From
the darkness on each slde cnme the
sounds of other hoat crews glmilarly
engaged.

Daylight was coming when the last
boat east off and the Fair Play, with
n hoarse, trlumphant blast of her
whistle, faded Into the north, her part
in the expedition at en end,

Dawn showed the voyugers that they
were Indeed fortunate, for they were
upon the mainland of Cuba, and as far
us they could see, both east and west,
the reef was unbroken. Men were
lolling nbout, exhausted, but Mujor Ra-
mos allowed them no time for rest; he
roused them, and kept them on the go
untll the priceless supplles had been
collécted within the shelter of the
brush. Then he broke open certaln
packages and distributed arms among
hia followers,

The three Americans, who were
munching a tasteless breakfast of
pliat bread, were jolned by Major Ra-

mos, *1 am dispatching a mesunge
to General Gomez' headquarters, nsk-
ing him to send a pack traln and an
escort for these supplles, There Is
danger here; perhaps you would like
te go on with the courlers.”

O'Rellly  nccepted  eagerly; then
thinking of the girl, he sald doubt-
fully :

“I'm afrald Miss Evans lsn't equal
to the trip.”

“Nongense! I'm equal to anything.”
Norine declared, And indeed she looked
enpable enough ns she stood there In
her short walking sult nnd stout boots,

Branch alone declined the Invitation,
vowing that he was too weak to budge.
If there was the falntest prospect of
riding to the interlor he Infinitely pre-
ferred to awalt the opportunity, he
sald, even at the risk of an attack by
Spanigh soldiers In the meantime.

It took O'Rellly but a short time to
collect the few articles necessary for
the trip; Indeed, his bundle was so
small that Norine was dismayed.

“Can't I take any clothes?' she In-
quired In a panic. "I can't live with-
out a change."

“It 18 something you'll have to
learn,” he told her. "An {insurrecto
with two shirts I1s wealthy., Some of
them haven't any."

“Tsn't it likely to rain on us?”

“It's almost sure to."

Miss Evans pondered this prospect;
then she laughed. "It must feel fun-
ny,"” ghe sald.

There were three other members of
the traveling party, men who knew
something of the country round about;
they vere good fighters, doubtless, but
in spit: of their shiny new weapons
they esembled soldiers even less than
did their major. All were dressed as
they had been when they left New
York; one even wore a derby hat nnd
pointed patent-leather shoes, Never-
theless Norine Evans thought the little
cavaleade presented quite a martial
appearance as It filed away Into the
Jungle.

The first few miles were trylng, for
the const was swampy and thickly
grown up to underbrush; but In time
the jungle gave place to higher tlmber
and to open savannns deep In gulnen
grasgs, Soon after noon the travelers
came to a farm, the owner of which
wans known to one of the guldes, and
here a stop was made in order to se-
cure horses and food,

Johnnle, who was badly fagged from
the previous night's work, found a
shady spot and stretched himself out
for a nap,

The shade was grateful.
enjoyed his sleep.

The party had penetrated to the foot-
hills of the Slerra de Cubitas, and as
they ascended, the scenery changed,
Rarely Is the Cuban landscape any-
thing hut pleasing. It (s a smiling
fsland. It has been sald, too, that ey-
erything In it Is friendly to man: the
people are amiable, warm-hearted; the
very anlmuls and Insects nre harmless,
But here in the Cubltas range all was
different. The land was stern and for-
bldding: eanyons deep and damp
ralsed dripping walls to the «ky ; bridle
paths skirted ledges that were bold
und fearsome, or lost themselves In
gloomy Jungles as nolsome ns Spanish
dungeons. Hidden away in thesefast-
nesses, the rebel government had es-
tablished lis capltal, Here, safe from
surprise, the soldlers of Gomez and
Maceoo and Garela rested between at-
tncks, nursing thelr wounded and re-
crulting thelr strength for further sal-
Hes,

It was a strange seat of governs
moent—uo natlon ever had a stranger—
for the stute bulldings were huts of
hark and leaves, the army was’ uni-
formed in rags, Cook fires smoldered
In the open glades; cavalry horses
grazed In the grassy streets, and wood
smoke drifted over them.

The second evenlng hrought O'Reilly
und Migs Evanssufely through, and at
news of the expedition’'s success n
pack traln was made ready to go to
its ussistance. Norine's letter from the
New York Junta woas read, and the
young woman was warmly welcomed,
One of the better huts wins vaeated for
her use, and the officers of the pro-
visional government ealled to pay thelr
respects,

There were other Amerleans in Cu-
Litas, as O'Reflly soon discovered, Dur-
Ing his first Inspection of the village
liee heard himself halled in his own lan-
gunge, and a young mun in dirty
white trousers and Jjucket strode
toward him,

“Welcome to our city !" the stranger
eried. *“I'm Judson, eaptain of artil-
lery, departmento del Oriente; and
you're the fellow who eame with the
quinine ludy, aren't you?”

O'Rellly acknowledged his Identity,
und Judson grinned. “Have you met
the old man” he Inquired—“General
Gomez?"

“No; I'd llke to meet him."

“Come along, then; I'll Introduce
yﬁu."

Gen, Maximo Gomesz, father of pa-
triots, bulwark of the Cuban cause,
was seated In & hammock, reading
some letters; O'Rellly recognized him
Instantly from the many pletures he
had seen. He looked up ut Judson's
snlute and then turned a palr of bril-
linnt eyes, as hard as glass, upon

O'Rellly

O'Rellly, His was an ftrascible, brood-

ing face; it had In [t somethiug of the
sternness, the exalted detachment, of
the eagle, and O'Rellly galned a hint of
the personality behind K. Maximo
Gomez wins counted one of the world's
ablest guerrilla leaders; and Indeed
it had required the quenchless enthu-
slasm of a real military genlus to fuse
into a homogeneous fighting foree the
I-ngsorted  rubble of nondeseripts
whom Gomez led, to school them to
privation and to render them sufticlent-
Iy moblle to defy successfully ten
times their number of trained troops.
This, however, was precisely what the
old Porto Rican had done, and in doing
It he had won the admiration of mill-
tary students,

With a bluntness not unkind he
usked O'Rellly what had brought him
to Cuba.

When O'Rellly explained the reason
for his presence the old fighter nod-
ded,

“S0? You wish to go west, eh?"

“Yeq, sir. I want to find Colonel
Lopel."

“Lopez? Miguel Lopez?' the gen-
eral Inquired quickly. “*Well, you won't
havé to look far for him."” General
Gomez' leathery countenance lightened
Into a smile. “He happens to be right
here In Cubltas.” Calling Judson to
him, he said : “Amigo, take Mr, O'Rellly
to Colonel Lopez; you will find him
somewhere about. I am sorry we are
not to have this young fellow for a
soldier ; he looks like a real man and—
quite equal to five quintos, eh?"

It was the habit of the Cubans to
refer to thelr enemles as quintos—
the fifth part of a man! With a wave
of hls hand Gomez returned to his
reading,

Col. Miguel Lopez, a handsome, anl-
mated fellow, took O'Reilly’s hand in
a hearty clasp when they were Intro-
duced; but a moment later his smile
gave way to a frown and his brow
darkened.

“So! You are that O'Rellly from
Matanzas," suld he, *I know you now,
but—I never expected we would meet.”

“Esteban Varona told you about me,
did he not?”

The colonel Inclined his head.

“I'm here at last, after the devil's
own time. I've been trying every wny
to get through. The Spaniards stopped
me at Puerto Principe—they sent me
back home, you know,
fectly crazy., I— You—" O'Reiliy
swallowed hard. *“You know where
Esteban 1s? Tell me—"

“Have you heard nothing?"

“Nothing whatever, That 1s, noth-
Ing since Rosu, his sister— You un-
derstand, she and I are—enguged—"

“Yes, yes; Esteban told me all about
you."

Something In the Cuban's gravity of
manner gave O'Reilly warning, A sud-
den fear assalled him. FKis volee shook
a8 he asked:

“What is 1t? Not bad news?”

There was no need for the oflicer
to answer. In his averted gaze
O'Rellly read confirmation of his sick-
est apprehensions,

“Tell me! Which one?" he whis-
pered,

“Both 1"

O'Rellly recolled ; a spasm distorted
his chalky face. Xe began to shake
wenkly, and hlz fingers plucked alm-
lessly at eanch other,

Lopez took him by the arm. “Try to
control yourself,” sald he. “Sit here
while 1 try to tell you what little I
kpow, Or wonld it not be better to
walt awhile, until you are ealmer?”
As the young winn made no answer, ¢x-
cept to stare at hlm In o white agony
of suspense, he sighed:

“T will tell yon all T know—which
=o't much, Estebun Varona eame to
me soon wfter he and his sister had
fled from thelr home:; he wanted to
Join my forces, but we were harnssed
on every slde, and I dido't dare take
the girl—no woman could have en-
dured the hardships we suffered. So
I convineed him that his flrst duty was
to her, rather than to his country, and
lie agreed, He was o fine boy! He
had spirit. He bought some stolen
rifles and armed a bund of his own—
which wasn't a bad idea, I used to
hear about him, Nobody cared to
molest him, T ean tell you, untll finally
he killed some of the regular troops.
Then of course they went after him,
Meanwhile he munuged to destroy his
own plantations, which Cueto had
robbed him of, You know Cueto?”

“Yos"

“Well, Esteban put 2n end to him
after & while; rode right up to La
Joyn one night, broke in the door, nnd
mncheted the scoundrel in his bed, But
there was a mistake of some sort. It
seems that a body of Cobo's volun-
teers were somewhere ¢lose by, and
the two parties met. 1 have never
learned all the detalls of the affair, and
the stories of that fight which eame to
me are too preposterous for bellef.
Still, Esteban and his men must have
fought like demons, for they killed
some Incredibie pumber, But they
were human—they could not defeat a
regiment. It scems that only one or
two of them escaped.”

“Esteban? Did he—"

Colonel Lopez nodded ; then he sald.
gravely: “Cobo takes no prisoners. I
was Io the Rubl hills at the time, fight-

I've been per- |

when 1 heara what happene.,

to find the girl, but Weyler was ooy
centrating the pacificos by the time
and there was nobody leflt 'n the Yu-
murl; it was a desert.,”

“Then you don't know positively that
she . . . that she—-"

“Walt. There is no doubt that the
boy was killed, but of Rosa's fate |
can only form my own opinion. How-
ever, one of Esteban's men jolned my
troopa later, and I not only learned
something about the girl, but also why
Esteban had been so relentlessly pur-
sued., It was nll Cobo's doings. You
have heard of the fellow? No? Well,
you will.” The speaker's tone was elo-
quent of hatred. *“He Is worse than
the worst of them—a monster! He
had seen Miss Varona, 8She was a
beautifal girl. . . .

*Go on!" whispered the lover,

“1 discovered that she didn't at first
obey Weyler's ediet. She and the two
negroes—they were fermer slaves of
her father, I belleve—took refuge In
the Pan de Matanzas. Later on, Co-
bo's men made a rald and—killed a
great many. Some few escaped Into
the high ravines, but Miss Varonn wans
not one of them. Out of regard for
Esteban I mnde eareful search, but I
could find no trace of her”

“And yet you don't know what hap-
pened? O'Reilly ventured. “You're |
not sure?”

take no prisoners. When I heard about
that rald I gave up looking for her.”

“This—Cobo,"—the American's volce
shook In =spite of his effort to hold it

“Why Look for Ethics In War?"

steady—"1 shall
some time,"”

The sudden fury that filled Colonel

Lopez' face wns almost hidden by the

glecom, “Yes, Oh, yes!" he cried,
dred; I am another. In my command
there Is o standing order to spare nel-
ther Coho nor any of his assassins;
they nelther expect nor receive quar-
ter from us. Now, companero'’—the
Cuoban dropped a hand on O'Rellly's
bowed head—"T am sorry that I had to
bring you such evll tidings, but we are
men—and this is war.”

“No, no! It isn't war—It's merclless
savagery ! To murder children and to
outrage women—why, that violates all
the ethles of warfare.”

“Ethics ™ the colonel eried harshly,
“Ethies? Hell is without ethics, Why
look for ethles in war?  Vielence—
Injustice — Insanity — chnos — that s
war., It Is man's ngony—woman's de-
spuir. It I8 n defiance of God, War
1s without merey, without law;: It is

good,”

It was some time before O'Rellly
spoke; then he sald, quletly: “I am
not golng back, I am golng to stay
here aud look for Rosa.”

“So!" exclaimed the colonel. “Well,
why not? 8o long as we do not know
precisely what has happened to her,
we can ot least hope, But, If I were
you, I would rather think of her as
dead than as a prisoner in some con-
centration eamp. You don’t know

what those enmps are like, my friend, ,

but I do, Now I shall leave you. One
needs to be nlone at such an hour—
eh?"  With n pressure of his hand,
Colonel Lopez walked away luto the
darkness,

Judson and his adventurous country-

man did not see O'Reilly that night, |

nor, In fact, did anyone, But the nest
morning he appeared before General
Gomez. He was haggard, slek, lst-
less, The old Porto Rican had heard
from Lopez in the meantime; he was
sympathetie.

“I am sorry you came all the wny

to heanr such bad news,” he sald, |
War Is a sad, hopeless business.”
“Tut 1
O'Rtellly sald.
and—und fight,”

Rosa and her two negro com-
panions, in Matanzas, face death
from starvation or from the epi-
demics that rage unchecked
among the reconcentrades. The
next Installment tells of thelr
plight and their efforts to kéep
body and soul together.

(TO BB CONTINUED.)

Ing hard, and it was six weeks before

I got back ioto Matanzas, Naturally,

The Chinese alphabet consists of
214 letters,

LIFT OFF CORNS!

Doesn’t hurt at all and costs
only a few cents

Magle! .Tmrt drop a 1ttle Frmono
on that touchy corn, Instantly It stops
aching, then you lift the corn off with
the fingers. Truly! No humbugl

Try Freezone! Your druggist sells a
tiny bottle for a few cents, sufficlent to
rid your feet of every hard corn, soft

“No, but I tell you again Cobo's men |

| A8
| gurden).
hope to meet him !

quickly. “and you are but one of a hun- |

~wuell, it 1s the absence of all law, all |

haven't glven up lm;m."'
“I want to stay here |

corn, or corn between the toes, and
calluses, without one particle of paln,
goreness or irritation. Freezone Is the
discovery of a noted Cluclnun.tl genlus,

TEACH THE BOYS FRENCH

Bimple Lessons That Are Given to Our
Soldiers Who Are Serving
“Over There”

A Y. M. C, A, director sald to me,
hesitatingly, and in French as plously
soft ns n sensen tablet: “Won't yon
please help us with our French classes
which we are having every night for
the Amerlcan soldlers In Parls? Men
and women are teaching In these
classes for nothing, and we want to de-
velop the study of French., We want
the soldlers to know something besides
the bad part of France—the women
who talk to them on the boulevards,
but not for nothing."

And 8o here I am. The room 1s a
small one. Around an oval table are
a dozen young gentlemen who, at first
sight, appear to be engaged In a clan-
destine poker game. At the head of
the table is a French professor In the
uniform of an Interpreter, armed only
with a conversation manual, Under
his direction the clnss chants in chorus
aphorisms calculated to stir the Im-
aginations of the cager young stu-
dents, such as these: “Cette femme a
c¢ing dolgts a sa main gauche”" (that
womnn has flve filngers on her left

| hand), and Il y a deux donzalnes de

plumes sur cette table” (there are two
dozen pens on the table),

And then enme mysterious and dis-
tracting equations, triumphs of gram-
matical metaphysles, such, for In-
stance, ns this: “Le cheval de mon
oncle est aussl beau que le jardin de
votre grandmere” (my uncle's horse I8
beautiful as your grandmother's

Great heavens! Let's hope that
these boys won't think that these are
maxims from Pascal or Descartes, and
that they represent the supreme effort
of Freneh thought.—Georges Rozet In
L'Oeuvre, Puris.

A Daylight Scorner,
The Bee—That firefly Is a slacker,
The Ant—Yes, If he got up earlier
he woulde't have to mnke a light.

Millions of particular women now use
and recommend Red Cross Ball Blue. All
| grocers. Adv.

It takes a strong-minded woman to

| keep her calendar torn off up to date,

ALL WORN OUT

Doan's, However, Restored Mr.
Roulston to Good Health.
Results Have Lasted.

*Mornings 1 was so stilf and sore
1 could bardly get up,” says A, C.

Washington St., Roxbury, Mass. “Th
sharp pains thmubh my kidneys were
so bad 1 often thought I wouldn't be
able to get to work, 1
couldn’t rest comfortably
end turned and tossed
from one side to the oth-
er, with a dull, dragging
backache, There were
puffy spots under my eyes
and 1 felt worn out all
the time. The kidney se-
erctions passed too often
and were otherwise un-
natural. Four or five
boxes of Doan's Kidney Pills cured
me, I can honestly recommend Doan's
(-:;r they have surely done me a world
o

Mr. Roulsten

Mr. Roulston gave the above state-
ment in 1015 and in March, 1017, he
said: “My cure is still lasting. I take

Doan's occasionally, however, to keep
my kidne J‘ in good working- order.
One can upen upon Doan's to cure
kidney ills,
Got Doan"s at Any Store, 80c & Box

DOAN » S KIDNEY

PILLS
FOSTER-MILBURN CO., BUFFALO, N. Y.

Itchmé Rashes

—— Soothed —

With Cutlcura
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Roulston, prop. blacksmith shop, 284'.0’,
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